
p••••'-POWDER POINT^uxburyi-On the north shore of"
the Bluefish River, near where it issues from its.deep,
fide-cut-course into the broad expanse of Duxbury Bay,
dark skeletons of elms beckon to the Powder Point road

':'•■"':■■ .'\ .."-and.its handsome houses. '• ;■ .
. .JnSummertime, Fashion gathers on
Powder Point, as it has these .many \

|- years. But in Winter, though some year-
| . rounders dwell there, there is a hollow ■

feeling in the place; almost no life tor
' be seen. Great sheets of' ice, cracked ■

and tilted at ,the slack of tide, encased-.
' the river's, marshy edge. And tilted,
too, it 'seemed, was a schooner yacht-
'with rakish masts, Wintering at a little ;.

wharf* ■ '.'.'■■-.

The Point'load soon forks to.
begin its loop around the almost
mile-long promontory. And it was
there that 1 walked just' oS a
tew steps into a small side road,
Bay Pond fit, so that I might read
once again (for this, to me, is no
strange land) the inscription on a
monument to the Xing- Caesars'
horse,

' Now as I get the* story, there
were two Xing Caesars, two Ezra.
Wcslons, father and son . . .
and the horse served'both.

I have mentioned before some
thing- ofthe elder's career—of his
rise from poor ships carpenter to
(Treat wealth and influence.

• He was a stout,.but well-made
man, it's told,'of light complexion
and fair hair: an Industrious man,

resolute in his. purpose—and in
his .later years he possessed a
justifiable pride Ifrhis accomplish
ments- that led.him sometimes' to
stroll through town in sumptuous
attire, carrying » long, silver-
headed cane, and accompanied by
a gaily-attired slave-boy with
silver anklets on his bare feet.
That's the slory, anyway.

• « •

But Kins Caesar II was born
to the purple. By the late 1780's,
a few years after his line mar-
rlage. with Col. Gamaliel Brad
ford's daughter, he came into his
lather's firm. -It was in his time,
in .the IBOO's, that the Weston
fortunes rose to their peak.
Here on Powder Point were not

only the Weston homes,'but the
Weston-wharf to which vessels
built in Weston-shipyards came
to be fitted-with .gear mode in
part of-hemp brought from for-'
elfin ports in other Weston .ves
sels and-jnanuiactured into rope

at the■"»Weston T«pej>WBlk.-' .'.A-.
W«ston.-mU1 .provided* salt.for .the
flsheflee^Thero. was. a" Weston
bankj down the .road, ana a "Wes-
Ion -counting -house In .Boston.-' •.

" Ezra'Weston Sr. died in 1022,
and bis son in 1842. Their horse,
"Honest Dick," outlived them
both. But though there were

only two Kings Caesar, there
were other Weslons; and it was
Ezra- the Fourth who erected
Dick's memorial. ■ i

A column of red brick In a now
unkempt plot bears .a slate tablet
telling that "Here, lies buried
Honest Dick, .who. faithfully
served three generations. This
Noble Horse was .'born ,t upon,
Powder Point •'A. D: 1817.' Here'
lived and here tiled 1846.'.' • .

Ezra also made a poem to Hon
est Dick.

Well hn he ihikcn (he dust of this.
weary world from hls.shoei.

He h«lh broken Hie reins th»l bound

Mm In lubjerllon.

And le(t behind traces which united
- .him to the.load of life. • ■ •-

The wheel of ling shall no more re-

■ .volve for him. .'
But the vast' circle 'ol -eternity shall;

roll «bove him forever. .. ' '

;>>:i'.:.'>-»' ••Aw'^::";-v..-'
windrwas rattling among the

few remaining leaves of oak trees

as 1 Walked along the.river road
-or King Caesar road, as its for
mal name is-today. It is the road
that follows the bay shore; and
a hundred waterblrds took oft in
squads at sight of the lone figure
In the empty 6cene... fleeing into
the west with long necks out
stretched. • . •
Quickly I came to the King's

house—the home into which Ezra
Weston Jr., moved from his fath
er's nearby house in 1809. He was
1 gather, a more retiring man
than his extrovert parent; shrewd

In b'usincss, and a man of good
taste. '

MONUMENT to "King Caesar's"..:
horse. Honest""Dick;: at Powder
Point. .. .• ' ■"•

The home he built Is one of
unostentatious richness, simple of
line, as so many of the fine old *
houses of that day are
The names now at Its drive are .

those of Boston artist Mrs. Eliza
beth Wcber-Fulop, and Alice Mo- '
ran. . ' ■ ''
What was once the Weston

Tvharf, out front, is now a beau
tifully la Id-out memorial parJt, at °
which a tablet tells of the Weston
dynasty's greatness.. "1840 The
Largest ship owners In America."

Today the house• Mooki" off >
across the park to an empty bay,
which 1 found filled with silver
by the sun. Clark's'lsland, first,
landing-place of the-Pilgrims in ;
Plymouth harbor, was just a low-
dark line three miles'away at the-,
south. Beyond it the "Pine Hills -
«f Mnnomet were fa-shadow on.-'
•ff hazy horizon. '• ■,r*•• .t> ' .!'

Two cars passed as I stood in"'
the little park; and when I went
out into the road it was wholly
empty again, and remained so.' ■
It was Just right for walking—
the wind cold von it, but at my .
back. • • ■

Beyond the Weslon place is the
National Sailors'. Home—a snug
harbor,-housed in what "once was
a building'of fashionable Powder '
rPoint school, now many years'"

departed. It was a school—a good'
one—which sought to produce.'
not only educated youths, but'
young gentlemen. ' '

And the story is told that at a -
baseball game in 1800 a boy

named Wendell Phillips, irked Dy
«-decision of the umpire, shouted
"Rotlenl Rottenl" .. *.. • .

/ '"Matter Tbillipi." protected the
principal, "couldn't .you-say d«- .

~i went on -among- the fine,
•houses and came at length to the .
point's end, whence a hali-mllo ' '
bridge runs to the: Duxbury :
Beach. '.. • ■ ■'• ; .;


